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had lighted a fire. " Good-bye, Swamiji! I too am
going and I will never see you again. You ! You
who ought to have been the mainstay and support
of the family snatched yourself away from them.
They come spending their own little money and
they are nobodies to you. And we the foolish boys
and men who come and merely play about you and
humour you some way are great things. They are
pilgrims who wish to have the glimpses of their
Sanyasi. They have not come to lay any claims on
you or to reclaim you. If you cannot see them, it
is cruel. I cannot live with one who disregards
personal relations in so heartless a manner, particular-
ly when they need but a look, a smile and a glance at
you and nothing else." Saying this, I took my
departure from the room, and I would have left
promptly, but I had only half opened the door to get
out, when the Swami laughed heartily and called
me back and said : " All right! let them come in."
I was abashed in his presence of my unusual heat
to no purpose, and they came in by this time. He
simply laughed heartily, and received them with his
usual smile, but with the serene temper of a monk.
The little child said, " Swamiji! May I recite my
lessons to you." " Yes 1 Oh! you have begun to
read. How splendid!" he said and listened to his
recitation. " Puranji! give him a bunch of grapes "
said the Swami, and I lifted it from the mantlepiece
and put it in both the upspread hands of the little
boy. The grapes were not much satisfaction to him,
he wanted what he could no more get, Swami's